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B ack in 1953, when I first 
started working for Sena- 
tor John F. Kennedy, I 
never dreamed that, four 
years later. I would be- 
k come personal secretary 
I to his wife, Jacqueline, 
W tor almost eight fascinat- 
ing years. During that time 
I felt as if I were a member of the Kennedy 
family, sharing the warmth and goodwill of 
that fabulous clan. As in any family, there 
were the good times and the bad times, the 
times of affection and the times that tempers 
flared and angry words were spoken. But al- 
ways the hurt was soon eased and the wounds 
healed. They were wonderful, exciting days 
—and I'U never forget a minute of them . . . 
especially my last year in the White House. 

In particular, I will never forget January 
11, 1963. As Jackie was dictating to me in 
her White House sitting room, she casually 
asked. “Mary, would you say I’ve done 
enough till now as First Lady?" 

It wos, of course, a leading question. I 
realized she must have asked it for a reason 
-perhaps, as her maid Providencia (Provi) 
Paredes and I had privately suspected, she 
might be pregnant. 

“Yes, Jackie," I replied. “I think you 
have." 

She seemed pleased with what was, obvi- 
ously, a confirmation of her own thoughts, 
and immediately informed her social secre- 
tary, Tish Baldridge, “I am taking the veil!” 
Jackie told Tish to cut off all outside activity 
for January and February. She gave as her 
reason, however, that she did not see enough 
of her children and that she had done enough 
as First Lady. 

But Jackie and her sister, Lee Radziwill, 
did go to Congress on January 14, 1963, to 
watch J.F.K. deliver hia State of the Union 
message. The event gave me further insight 
into the relationship between Jackie and her 
sister. The morning of the 14th, Lee was 
readying herself in the Queen’s Room, the 
room she usually occupied on her visits to 
the White House. Later, as she waited bv mv 



Helicopters often whisked Jackie and Caroline 
from the White House lawn to vacation spots. 




desk for Jackie, I commented on how pretty 
she looked. 

“Oh, I don't feel it," she said. “Jackie is 
the one in her mink coat." 

She then observed her handbag more 
closely, and expressed the wish for a better 
one. I tried again to assure her that she 
couldn't look nicer, but she sighed. “Oh, 
well, no one's ever going to notice ..." I real- 
ly felt sorry for her. It was tough to com- 
pete with Jackie. 

That winter was, as usual, the season of 
budget disputes between Jackie and J.FJC. 
One day the President called me. In a sharp, 
clear voice he asked about the status of 
Jackie’s January bills. I gave him a quick 
report on the phone. 

The President asked a few questions, then 
said that he would call me later in the week 
to discuss them further. 

On March 25 I met J.F.K. in the White 
House elevator. Once more he inquired about 
the status of Jackie's bills, and as we parted, 
I heard the familiar request, "Tomorrow, 
please send me figures for the first two months 
of this year as compared with the first two 
months of last year." 

A gain, it was an evening of frantic 
homework! The totals for Jan- 
uary and February, 1963, indi- 
/ cated some improvement over 

the first two months of 1962. 

For example, in January, 

/ 1962, Jackie's clothing pur- 

1 chases had added up to 

around $5,000, whereas 
in January, 1963, they only approached 
$2,000. (But, of course, Jackie was pregnant 
in early '63 and not buying many clothes.) As 
for the Food and Liquor expenses, January, 
1962, showed purchases of $7,000, which had 
been reduced to a little more than $5,000 in 
January, 1963. Beauty Salon, however, had 
remained about the same- January, 1962: 
$340; January, 1963: $300. Art in January, 



Upstairs in the White House, two John Kennedys. 
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1962, totaled $1,600, but in January, 1963, 
there was no Art costs at all because, even 
though Jackie had received two new paint- 
ings, the President had paid for them- they 
were his Christinas gilt to her. 

Jackie’s personal expenses for the first 
two months of 1963 had come down by more 
than $12,000- to a total of about $16,000. 

The President obviously felt there was still 
room for improvement. When he looked at 
my report, he said, "Mary, I want you to 
show Jackie the latest Clothing figures!” 

When Jackie awakened from her nap, I 
carried out the President's order. Jackie lis- 
tened without comment, then proceeded to 
go over the books thoroughly. That little 
chore over, she left at 7:30 p.m. for another 
quick jaunt to New York. I knew it wouldn't 
be long before we'd be re-enacting this little 
scene again. 

One afternoon in April, while Jackie was 
dictating, J.F.K. came into the roam bare- 
footed and wearing a terry-cloth robe. He 
said, “There they are- the most efficient 
couple in the White House!” 

As he walked over to us, Jackie banded 
him the letter she was reading. It had to do 
with their summer rental of a house on 
Squaw Island, Cape Cod. She sweetly asked 
his approval for the dates she wanted to 
spend there. He agreed and, as even more 
of a favor, was about to dictate a reply to 
confirm the specific dates. 

"Mary, would you take a letter?” he be- 
gan. 

But Jackie retrieved the letter from his 
hands, and said, "Oh, Jack. I'll dictate the 
letter!” 

He left the room looking just a bit less 
chipper than when he first arrived; I felt 
rather sorry for him. 

That same month. Jackie had discovered 
that the President’s custom-made shirts 
were being mistreated by the laundry to 
which they were being sent. She ordered 
that an Oriental who knew something about 
shirts be brought in to do them. 



Jackie arranged that the first photo taken of 
JSJC. at his birthday party be with his valet, 
George Thomas, and her maid. Provi Paredes . 




Then it was clothes again— Jackie’s clothes. 
In a letter to her clothes scout in Paris 
Jackie wrote that she was really going to 
economize, even though a new designer the 
scout had found sounded fabulous. Jackie 
added that she was sick of going to all the 
old ones. She suggested that if the designer 
was that divine the scout could let Lee buy 
a suit so Jackie could borrow it anytime. 

C n April 5, Jackie was looking 
^for me at 8:45 a.m. She 
was leaving late in the 
day for Palm Beaeh- 
the rush was on. 

As I helped to zip up 
V her dress and button her 
V coat, she thanked me for 
my help, saying, “Get a rest 
while I’m gone.” Three days later Jackie's 
Secret Service Agent Paul Landis called from 
Palm Beach saying Jackie wanted me down 
there on Wednesday, April 17. He relayed 
the message that I could have three or four 
dayB of rest in the sun. 

The day after I arrived in Palm Beach, there 
waa a formal announcement that Jackie was 
expecting a baby in August. Jackie’s offer 
of “three or four days in the sun” had in- 
deed proved but a mirage. 

I bad hardly settled back into the White 
House routine again when I ran into J.F.K. 
as he came out of the elevator on his way to 
his office. Just as ii I’d never been away, he 
immediately wanted to know, “What's the 
situation on the bills. Mary? Send me a com- 
parative report for the first quarter of this 
year and last!” 

I was sorry I had used the regular ele- 
vator. Hereafter, I promised myself, when I 
heard the elevator’s three buzzes— the signal 
that the President waa using it— I would run 
the other way or use the waiters’ elevator. 



"Trick or treat": at Halloween, Jackie fin black), 
Lee Radziwill and her two children, Tony 
i skeleton ) and Anna, posed with the President. 






My entire weekend then was chalked up to 
the President’s report, as well as to the regu- 
lar itemized monthly statement for April. 

The rest of the month was spent getting 
Atoka— the home Jackie was building on 
Rattlesnake Mountain in Virginia -ready 
for occupancy. In fact, Ray and I had for- 
feited our eighth wedding anniversary on 
April 30 so that I could supervise the big 
move. 

On May 2. 1963, Jackie asked me to come 
out to Atoka. Looking chipper in her slacks, 
Jackie walked through the house as she 
checked off the notes she had made on a 
yellow pad. There were curtains to be hung 
at the windows, pictures placed on the walls, 
pieces of furniture to be moved from one 
spot to another— “Let’s take this chair from 
here and put it there,” or “Put this lamp on 
the table in Jack's room,” or any of a thou- 
sand and one similar details. 

Grouping pictures on her dining-room wall 
seemed of paramount importance to Jackie. 
As she was putting up her collection of In- 
dian Mogul miniatures, she asked, “What do 
you think, Mary, do they look better as a 
group, or spaced apart like this?” 

Frankly, I wondered a little about putting 
them in a dining room, since I thought them 
rather erotic. 

On Monday. June 3, 1963, after completing 
Jackie’s May financial statements over the 
weekend, I stopped at the office of J.F.K.'s 
secretary, Evelyn Lincoln, to leave a copy 
for him. Scarcely 15 minutes later the Presi- 
dent phoned me at the Staff Mess to ques- 
tion the “high expenses last month!” 

With the figures still fresh in my mind, I 
quickly suggested that he refer to the Atoka 
column- pointing out the extra furnishings 
and equipment for the new house. Then, try- 
ing to soothe him, because I realized he was 
very angry, I volunteered: “But, Mr. Presi- 
dent, if you'll compare these with last May’s 
figures, you’ll see we’ve actually done better 
by about $700!” 

He said, “Well, now, take this memo to 
Jackie . . . 'Jackie: The President feels that 
these accounts are still too high, and would 
like to have you go over them again. He 
says we really have (continued on page 86) 




After the tragedy in Dallas, Robert Kennedy 
and Mary ( center ) left the plane with Jackie. 
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RUSSIAN COOKING continued 



■part but be careful not to break 
them. Brine to the boll and boil for 
3 to 4 minutes When they rise to 
the top they are cooked. Take them 
out quickly with a perforated spoon 
and serve on a hot dish immediately. 
Serves 4. 

T» fry Pelemem. cook in boiling 
water or bouillon for only 2 to 3 
minutes, then take out and drain 
Heat 2 tablespoons butter in a pan 
and fry pel* mem till light brown. 
Serve hot with mustard. 

Ed. Note: A large quantity for 4 by 
Western standards. Cut recipe in half 
or even fourths. 



ZRAZl WITH BOILED BUCKWHEAT 
(Zrasl s Kastiei] 



2 lbs. Itnety ground 1 cup tom. soaked 
beef (it must be In water and 
ground twice) squeezed out 

1 medium- sized white brsed (1 cup 

onion, put through slier squeezing) 

grinder with the 1 cup water 
beet lt.4 tsp ult 



ruling. 

cups boiled 
buckwheat 
Sett 

1 cup siloed tried 
mushrooms 



l small onion, 
chopped and 
fried in 1 Tb. 



2 Tb. butter 2 cups sour cream 

Preheat oven to 350”. Mis eras t 
ingredients thoroughly and divide 
into 8 parts. Roll into balls on 
floured board. 

Mi* ingredients for filling together 
and divide into 8 parts. Cut each 
ball of meat in half and flatten to 
about inch thickness, like a thin 
hamburger Shape the zraii in the 
depression of a small plate. The 
meat must be kept moist, so you will 
need to keep your hands well floured 
to prevent sticking. Put one-eighth 
of the filling in the center of une 
xroxi and cover with another xnuL 
Join the sides together with the help 
of a knife Form into round flat 
shape. Repeat to make 8 srxui. 

Heat the butter in a pan and fry 
the trail on both sides till brown. 
Put them side by side in a baking 
pan or oven-proof dish and bake in 
a moderate oven for 10 minutes. 
Pour the sour cream over them and 
leave in the oven for another 5 to 
10 minutes, till the sauce starts to 
boil. Take them from the sauce, put 
on serving dish and pour sauce over. 
Serve hot. Serves 8 



COTTAGE CHEESE PATTIES 
[Stmiki] 



*4 tb. tmsalted 

cottsgs cheese 



1 tep^anffiaestrsci 
Flour ter dusting 



2 Tb. butter for 
fTyiog plus 
butter to grease 



Preheat oven to 350*. Blend to- 
gether nil the ingredienta except the 
butter for frying and the sour cream 
fur cooking. On a well-floured board, 
form mixture into round flat cakes 
about inch thick, 2 to 2Vi inches 
in diameter Be sure they are well 
covered with flour. Melt butter in 
frying pan and fry SimiMi on both 
sides until golden brown. Arrange 
them flat on a buttered oven-proof 
dish which can be brought to the 
table, pour sour cream over them and 
bake for 15 minutes. Serves 4. 

Afore; (Jnsallod cottage cheese must 
be used because of its dry texture. 



COLD-SMOKED FISH SALAD 
[Salat Iz Kopchanol Rite] 






2 Tb. tel 
1 Tb. ready-mixed 



1 hard-cooked 
egg, sliced 



Remove skin and bones from the 
fish and cut into very thin slices. 
Carefully blend together the oil and 
mustard, adding the oil gradually as 
for making mayonnaise. Add popper 
Lightly mix together the fish, onion 
nnd sauce. Cover and leave for 2 to 
3 hours. Serve in a shallow dish, 
decorated with sliced tomato and 
vgg Serves 6. 

Ed. Note: For a less salty and less 
traditional taste, soak smoked cod or 
haddock in cold water for 30 min- 
utes. Drain Proceed as directed. 



APPLE CHARLOTTE WITH EGO SAUCE 
[SchsrloOte I Gogol- moeot | 



Chtrlatle. 

Suiter for grassing 
dish 

1« bn ad tikes. 4 
by 4 by 1/4 In. 

3 eggs 



3 large apples 
Vx cup raspberry 



Seuce; 

4 egg yolks Vsnllla extract to 

4 Tb sugar teste 

1 Tb. rum 2 egg whites 

Preheat oven to 350* Butter an 
oven-proof serving dish about 8 by 
8 inches. Toast the bread lightly. 
Beat the eggs, milk and sugar to- 
gether. Peel and slice apples, mix 
jam with the water. Dip four slices 
of bread into the egg mixture and 
arrange on the bottom of the dish. 
Evenly spread one-third of the ap- 
ples over them and pour one-third 
nf the jam mixture over all Repeat 
this twice, covering finally with 
soaked broad. 

Bake in a 350* oven for 30 minutes. 
Serve hot or cold. 

To make the Gogol-mogol sauce, 
blend the egg yoUcs with the sugar 
until the sugar is almost dissolved. 
Add the rum and vanilla Beat the 
egg whites stiff and fold into the 
yolk mixture. Serve sauce separate- 
ly. Serve* 8 



FISH IN ASPIC 
rZaUvnae is Ribs] 

ltt-2 lbs. flmv 
fleshed fish such 



cod 
1 tsp. salt 
1 bey leaf 
H tsp. peppercorns 
1 small onion 



2 
1 
2 

eggs, sliced 
OKI or pen ley 
Honorarllsh end 
Sour Cream 
Sauce 



i cups water 
Tb. gelatin 
hotel 



Scale, clean and wash the fish. 

In a saucepan put the salt, bay 
leaf, peppercorns and onion, with 
2 Vi cups of water, and bring to a boil 
Add the whole fish and boil for 10 
to 15 minutes. Skin and take the flesh 
from the bones in small pieces. 

Strain fish stock, add gelatin. Rinse 
a 4-cup oval mold with cold water. On 
the bottom arrange a pattern with 
one sliced hard -cooked egg, then put 
in the fish and pour the aspic over it 
slowly. Chill until the liquid is set- 
approximateiy 4 to 5 hours. Unmold, 
garnish with the second sliced egg 
and dill or parsley. Serve with horse- 
radish and sour cream sauce. Serves 
6 to8. 

Ed Note Fillet of fish (frozen or 
fresh) can be used here. Thaw if 
necessary Prepare by wrapping and 
tying in cheesecloth. Place in 2 VS 
cups simmering, seasoned water for 
8 to 10 minutes, as above. end 



JACQUELINE KENNEDY 

continued from page 71 

to do belter than saving only $700 
per month.’ Show her the compari- 
son figures . . and. Mary, you sign 
the memo." 

The memo was placed on Jackie’s 
desk that afternoon. 

Two days after the President's 
“hla*t." Jackie faced the “bills" situ- 
ation. With my memo in hand, she 
remarked rather guiltily: "Gosh. I 
guem Jack was reaU-ly upset, wasn’t 
he?*’ 

I could only agree, adding: "Well. 
Jackie. 1 don’t mind so much his 
being upset. It's just that I’m always 
in the middle." 

She apologized -then, studying the 
figures a bit more intrnlly, pointed 
out that the figures didn’t even in- 
clude the salaries for me, Provi (her 
Dominican maid) and George Thom- 
as (the President’s valet). 

I hadn’t grasped the significance 
of her remark, and asksd what she 
meant “Oh. you know, like after- 
ward . when we move up to Bos- 
ton. I hope you’ll still be with us 
then . . .** 

Early in June, Jackie asked. "Do 
you suppose you could arrange to 
come up to the Cape with me this 
summer? Do you think Ray [Mary 
Gallagher s husband] would let you?” 

I told lier I thought I might be 
able to if she’d let me bring my boys. 

’’Oh. yes. Mary.” she said, ’that 
would be great I know that, with the 
baby due. I’ll really be needing you.” 
A beautiful cottage at West Yar- 
mouth. Mass., was rented for us by 
Mrs. Kennedy for thp month of July 
tor $1,000 It was a 30-minute drive 
to Jackie's house. 

Jackie apparently thrived on the 
privacy and seclusion the rented 
house on Squaw Island offered. Yet 
as the days passed. I found it strange 
that such a young woman should en- 
joy such a remote and lonely spot 
While she awaited the birth of hsr 
baby, Jackie rested, dictated, paint- 
ed and read. 

At about 11 A.M. on August 7. 1963, 
an alarm call came from Jackie's Se- 
cret Service agent. Jackie's baby was 
arriving ahead of schedule 

I rushed to the house. Jackie was 
descending the stairs, with her physi- 
cian, Dr. Walsh 

Dr. Walsh helped her into the front 
seat of the car. I couldn't stand to see 
her going off alone Impulsively. I 
asked: "Would you like me to come 
along?" 

Her eyes brightened. “Yes." she 
said. “Hop in the car." 



As I jumped into the back seat with 
Dr. Walsh, someone was shouting. It 
was Dr. Janet T ravell. President 
Kennedy's physician. Standing at the 
doorway, she called out. "Mm. Ken- 
nedy, would you tike me to call the 
President?" 

"No!" Jackie shouted back firmly. 
We arrived at the helicopter 
grounds about a minute before the 
craft had touched ground. As we 
waited in the car. Jackie voiced her 
first bit of concern. 

“Dr. Walsh, you've just got to get 
me to the hospital on time! I don’t 
want anything to happen to this 
baby," she said. 

Dr. Walsh assured her. "We’ll have 
you there in plenty of time . .** 
“This baby mustn't be born dead " 
Jackie continued to plead. 

We boarded the helicopter and 
took off without delay. When we 
touched down at nearby Otis Air 
Force Base, we all got in the wniting 
ambulance At the hospital, attend 
ants were on hand at the emergency 
entrance. Jackie was gently raised 
onto a rolling cot. She did not lie 
down, but sat on the edge. 

It was doee to 1 EM. when, finally, 
I was notified that “Mrs. Kennedy 
has given birth to a baby boy!” As far 
as anyone seemed to know, they were 
both doing well. 

“Congratulations, Mr. President” 

Although Jackie had not wanted 
to notify the President, word had 
reached him. of course. He appeared 
at the hospital shortly after 1:30 f.m. 

I walked over to greet him. shook 
his hand and said. "Congratulations. 
Mr. President, I’m happy to an- 
nounce that you are the father of a 
new haby boy!" 

With a warm smile, he said: “Oh. 
great! Thanks. Mary." Then, in the 
next breath, he asked, "How’s the 
haby? Where's Jackie right now?" 

I told him that she hadn't enme hack 
from the delivery room yet At that, 
he took off like a flash, looking for 
someone to take him to her. 

As the afternoon wore on, it be- 
came apparent that the boby, Patrick 
Bouvier Kennedy, was suffering from 
a serious respiratory problem 

At 6 P.M. Jackie asked to see me. I 
was happy to see her looking so well 
and, with a warm hug. congratulated 
her on their new son. She seemed un- 
aware of how ill the baby was. and I 
didn't mention it 
On August 9, my phone rang at 5:30 
A M. It was a Secret Service agent in- 
forming me of tiny Patrick's death. 

In October, to help her recuperate 
after the lose of her baby, the Presi- 
dent sent Jackie on a ('continued) 
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JACKIE KENNEDY continu'd 

Mediterranean cruise with Lee Rad 
xiwiil and her husband aboard the 
CkriMtina. Aristotle Onassis' yacht. 
Mr and Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt 
Jr. went, too 

The day of her departure for 
Greece started with a little family in- 
cident Mr. Kenneth arrived from 
New York to do Jackie's hair. At 
noon, she was to accompany J.F.K. 
to Union Station to greet Haile 
Selassie, the Emperor of Ethiopia. 
Just before leaving the White House, 
the President cam# to see if Jackie 
was readv By this time. Kenneth had 
finished her hairdo and was in the 
sitting room on the third floor. 

Soon my phone was ringing. "Mees 
OallagB. ' Provi cried. “#es Meestaire 
Kenneth up thore?" When I said He 
was, Provi asked that he return to 
the second floor "right away!" 

A half-hour later. Provi came up- 
stairs. breathing a sigh of relief that 
her “Lady" had left. "Oh. Mees Gal- 
laga.*' she said, rather amused, “you 
should *ave been downstairs whi n 
the Preeiden 1 tee Maes Kennedee's 
hair . Apparently J.F.K. had 
taken one look at Jackie s new hair- 
style and decided it was too sophisti 
cated. He asked Kenneth to change 
it- with what sounded like one of hi* 
quips. "What are you trying to Ho . . . 
ruin my career?" 

That night Jackia left for the Medi- 
terranean 

Gifts from Onassis 

The following month, I gave Provi 
a message to send to Jackie's new 
house one Greek rug for the Presi- 
dent's room as well as two other large 
rug* that had al*o come from Greece. 

But even before the trip to Greece. 
Jackie wanted Evelyn Lincoln to ask 
the President to bring up to the Cape 
with him the model whaling ships 
given to him by Onassis. I was also to 
tell Evelyn Lincoln to remind the 
President to write Oneasis and thank 
him for the models 

Aa fate would have it, I did sec 
Onassis once at the White House. 
He was among tha many Kennedy 
friend* who stopped by to comfort 
Jackie during tho weekend of John F. 
Kennedy's funeral. I was in the sit- 
ting room of the family quarter*, talk- 
ing with Provi. when I looked up and 
sow Mr*. Kennedy walking down the 
Center Hall with a gentleman, whom 
I did not recognise at the time. 

I asked Provi. "Who i* that?” 

Provi seemed rather surprised that 
I didn’t already know. "Oh, Mere 
Gallaga. that's Onaaaee, the million- 
aire," she said softly. 

On November 14. 1963. Jackie 
asked me to gn to Texas with her. 

When I boarded Air Force One. I 
caught sight of Evelyn Lincoln. In- 
stinctively. I found myself carrying 
out the order Jackie had given me. 
"Stick close to Mn. Lincoln as though 
you are gain* along as her assistant 
If anyone asks you your name, you 
can nay. 'Mrs Barelli.' “ 

To ask me to use my maiden name 
did not strike me as a strange request, 
coming as it did from Jackie, who still 
did not want it widely known that she 
had a personal secretary 
It was to be a whirlwind two-da v 
tour, with stops in San Antonio, Hous- 
ton. Fort Worth and Dallas 



in Houston. I had trouble getting 
into the hotel because of the mobs of 
people outside. When the elevator 
door opened on the eighth floor. I 
heard myself being paged. The Presi- 
dent wanted to see me. As 1 stood be- 
fore him. he looked quite annoyed. 

"Mary." he began. "Jackie's in the 
bedroom waiting for you. She's upset 
over your delay in getting here. You'll 
just have to make arrangements to 
get to the hotols before we arrive. See 
about riding in the luggage car; it 
takes a different route from the mo- 
torcade and reaches the hotel 
first . . 

I told him I'd be happy to do that, 
and I went in to Jackie’s room. She 
was sitting on the bed. and I began 
to apologize. She smiled sweetly. 
‘That's OK. Mary.'* she said. 

The next morning, as I was enter- 
ing the Presidential Suite, the man 
in charge nf luggage asked me to get 
Jackie's suitcases into the hall mm 
quickly as possible. I rushed in to 
pork. In Jackie's bathroom, a general 
state of disarray met my eyes. It was 
incredible that all these jars of cream, 
bottles of lotion and various cosmetics 
could be put to use for just an over- 
night stay. 

Quickly scooping up the items. I 
packed Jackie's uniquely designed 
case that held her cosmetics and med- 
icines. Finally, after much shifting 
and reahifting, it was done. Just then 
Jackie asked. “Mary, whore's my 
makeup?" The case was quickly un- 
packed -then later packed again. 

That day November 22. 1963. 
Jackie chose her shocking-pink and 
navy-blue suit. She seemed pleased 
with her appearance except that, up- 
on looking closaly into the mirror, 
she remarked. “One dav in a cam- 
paign can age a person 30 years." 

From the neat selection of gloves 
laid out on the dresser, she asked 
that I choose a pair. I handed her 
two spotlessly white kid gloves. Now. 
she was all ready to go to Dallas. 

During the motorcade from the air- 
port in Dallas to the Trade Mart, 
where the President was scheduled to 
speak, my first warning that some- 
thing was dreadfully wrong came 
when I looked out the window of the 



bus in which I was riding and saw a 
Dallas policeman, his revolver drawn, 
scrambling up a grassy embankment . 

Turning to Evelyn Lincoln, I said, 
"Something terrible must have hap 
pened I can't see the President’s car 
up ahead anymore . . " But only 
whan we reached the Trade Mart did 
we hear a man cry; “The President's 
been shot!” 

The trip back to Washington un 
Air Force One was yet another night- 
mare. Aa we neared Washington. I 
stepped into Jackie's empty bedroom 
compartment to make a last check for 
any personal items that might be left 
behind. There, on the lied, lay one 
of Jackie's gloves. It was no longer 
spotlessly white and soft as it had 
been that rooming: now it was com- 
pletely darkened by J.F.K’s blood- 
dried and stiffened to the actual 
shape of her hand. 

It rested, ironically, on a Dallas 
newspaper which carried the large, 
bold, headline: DALLAS WEL 

COMES J.F.K. 

Picking it up gently, I carefully 
wrapped it between several layers of 
clean tissues and gave it to Secret 
Service Agent Clint Hill. 

Later at Betheeda Naval Hospital. 
Jackie said to me, "Mary, please stay 
strong for just a few more days 
I need you now more than ever.” 

On November 27. I wns advised 
that Room 302 at the Executive Office 
Building was available for Jackie's 
office. The next day. Thanksgiving 
Day. I began moving Jackie's person 
ai files. There was no time for tears 

Everything was in a jumbled »tute 
as we packed for Jackie’s move I mm 
the White House to the Averell Har 
nman bouse in Georgetown. The big- 
gest problem was Jackie's clothes. 
Special tall cartons hod to be made to 
hold the closets full of gown*. 

Then came the late President'** 
clothing. All his suits, ties, shirts, 
shoes and personal effects were 
brought up to the third floor and put 
on recks and couches so that Jackie 
could decide what to keep and what to 
give away. 

In the mornings I would take dic- 
tation in Jackie’s bedroom at the 
Harriman house. She was lonely and 
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depressed Weeping, she asked, "Why 
did Jack have to die so young? Even 
when you’re 60, you like to know your 
husband is there. . .It's so hard for 
the children. Please, Mary, don’t ever 
leave Get yourself fixed for salary on 
my Government appropriation. Just 
don’t leave me . . 

About the middle of December. 
1963. an interior decorator Jackie had 
chosen. William Baldwin, began to 
make trips from New York to discuss 
plans for Jackie's new home at 3017 
N Street, across the street from the 
Harriman house. 

By Monday. January 27. 1964, the 
house was livable, and Jackie and the 
children moved in. 

Two Navy men had been dis- 
patched on loan from the White 
House Staff Mees to cook for Mrs. 
Kennedy at her new home. They 
found themselves assigned the extra- 
curricular duties of stocking the 
shelves, checking supplies And listing 
the additional pots and pans that 
would be needed They were also to 
arrange their hours so that one or the 
other would be on duty in the eve- 
ning. when Jackie might be expecting 
guests, as well as making sure that 
one of them waa with her on the 
weekends at Atoka 

Reminiscing about J.F.K. 

For all of us. these first few weeks 
at the house were most difficult, espe- 
cially when Jackie had to dig into the 
various cartons containing photo- 
graphs, scrapbooks and many other 
items, forcing her to face memories of 
the years gune by For a while, there 
wasn't a picture of J.F.K. in sight. 

One morning, os sh# sat in my of- 
fice going through a large envelope of 
material on J.F.K. that we had or- 
dered by mail, she asked that I re- 
main in the room with her. She said. 
‘Tt’a no much easier doing it while 
you’re here than at night when I'm 
alone." 

Another morning. Jackie begun to 
reminisce about the J.F.K. days. 

She remarked how Mrs. Lincoln 
and I had been “the first two with 
him— and the last" Than, she went on 
to suggest that Mrs. Lincoln and I 
arrange to talk into a tap# recorder. 
“You can call Arthur Schlesinger." 
she said. “He'D get one for you. Then 
just talk away about all the good 
things you remember about Jack." 

She looked up at me. and it seemed 
I should offer just a little something 
that might make her mule. I related 
how. when I worked for J.F.K during 
his days as a senator, he had seemed 
so surprised about my having to quit 
my job to have my first baby 
Jackie smiled. “That sounds so 
much like Jack,” she said. "I don’t 
think he ever really understood what 
went with having babies." 

It was not until February 10, 1964. 
that Jackia decided to visit her office 
at the Executive Office Building. 

After Jackie’s visit James Sasser, 
who had been in charge of her official 
appropriations, suggested that the of- 
fice be redecorated. I explained that 
the office was really just temporary 
“Aa for Mrs. Kennedy’s visits.” I said, 
"they may be few and far between." 

But Mr. Sasser felt strongly that 
the redccorabon should be done for 
Mrs. Kennedy’s sake. He asked if I 
would help chooea the paint color, 
curtains, and carpeting, which I did. 




Back in Df^mber, Jackie had sug- 
gested I fit my aalary into h«r 
$50,000 Federal appropriation. I 
approached her new social secretary. 
Nancy Tuckcrman. who T was told 
might bo in charge of nrrnngomontB 

Nancy informed me that Dave 
Hackett- Robert Kennedy's done 
friend— waa handling this. I told Nan- 
cy that 1 wanted to clarify two points. 
First, that my position with Mrs 
Kennedy was “Pursonal Secretary": 
snd second, that I felt my working 
full time justified a fair annual sal- 
ary of $12,000. 

A week later. I was taking the 
morning's dictation from Jackie. 
Propped up in her bed. she delved 
into one matter after another with 
case and in her typical, methodical 
manner. All was normal and smooth. 

Then, casually slipping her feet 
from the bed to the floor. Jackie 
walked to the bathroom and reached 
into the medicine cabinet for a jar of 
cold cream. As she applied it to her 
lac*, she began a conversation that 
hit me like a small bombshell! 

"Oh. Mary," she said. "I under- 
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two chairs away from Rose Looney. 
Paul was right. She wouldn't talk to 
strangers anymore. 

She and her lover were in a speed- 
ing sports car. returning from a stolen 
weekend. He rounded a hairpin curve 
at breakneck speed; they were lush- 
ing to get Vicki home before Paul re- 
turned from a convention in Chicago. 
Another curve, and the steering 
mechanism snapped-they want over 
the side of the mountain, turning over 
slowly, slowly in the empty air. 

She awoke surrounded by nuns 
"Your lover is dead." they told her se- 
renely. Vicki looked down at her left 
hand, at the small white circle where I 
her wedding ring had been. "Paul?" I 
■he cried, but the nuns shook their 
head# gravely. Vicki tried to bring [ 
her hand to her mouth to stifle her 
■obs, but the could not mite her arm. 

A young nun began to pray aloud. 
Vicki was completely paralyzed. 

She took the clothes from the dryers 
and began to fold them. She thought 
without regret of her lover's demise. 
Live fast, die young, and leave a beau- 
tiful corpse. Who had said that? 

She couldn't remember names any- 
more. It was odd Uuri her lover had 
never owned a name. Paul had a 
name- Paul Lockwood -and when 

you came to think of it, it was not a 
bad name either Suddenly she want 
ed to see Paid, the way she wanted 
to see him every afternoon after not 
seeing him all day long. 

Vicki folded a white washdoth. It 
looked to her like a diaper, and she 
thought, if I had a baby, then Paul 
would buy me an avocado- green 
washer and dryer and I could do all 
tha laundry right in the apartment 
The apartment was not so bad. Of 
course, there were all those steps, but 
Paul would carry ths laundry baskets 
up for her. km a 



You see an awful lot of television 
programs that look like re-runs 
the first time. 

—Poor Woman's Almanac 



stand you’ve asked for $12,000 on 
my government appropriation . . ." 

I froze. Well over a year before, we 
had had a real spat when I asked for 
a salary increase. 

"Gosh." she went on, “you know I 
really can’t afford to pay all my help 
from the $50,000- what with haring 
to pay for the new house, and Provi. 
and all the other expenses. Couldn't 
it be the way it was before? You 
know, like whan you come to the 



house in Georgetown [before J.F.K. 
had been elected President] and 
worked two or three days each week 
doing only my personal things?" 

Even handling only "her personal 
things" would certainly add up to 
more than just "two or three days." 
but I couldn't bring myself to argue. 

Instead, as Jackie came over to the 
bed again, facing me. I could only say. 
“Jackie. I’m sorry* you had to be trou- 
bled by all this. When you suggested 



that I get myself fixed for salary on 
your appropriation. I thought you 
meant just that, and I asked for what 
I thought would be fair . . .” 

She readily agreed. “Oh. yes. 
Mary, you’ve just been groat! I don’t 
know what I'd do without you . . .” 
"Well. Jackie." I said, "I don't havo 
the heart now to sit hers and discuss 
my salary anymore. Let’s just leave 
things as they are for now." 

By May L a new (continued) 



Sleep 

onanew 

sheet 

every night. 



That's what it feels like 
when you putStcvcm-Utica* 
No-Iron sheets on your bed. 

All crisp and cold and 
clean. And that’s how they 
look all week long. 

Because Stcvens-Utica 
No-Iron sheets don't wrinkle. 

And. as the name 
implies, you don’t have to 



Iron them. All you have to do 
is throw them inrn the 
washing machine and then 
throw them into the dryer. 
They iron in there 

Then you just fold 
them up or put them hack on 
the bed. 

And they come in 
patterns and in solids. These 
we call Flowcrpatch. 



They’re fifty percent cotton, 
fifty percent polyester and 
all percale. 

Well even tell you 
where you can buy sheets like 
these. Just call 800 245-1890. 
In Connecticut the number 
is 325-4336. And, by the way, 
the call is free. 

J. R Stevens & Co., Inc. 




Sheets. 
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JACKIE KENNEDY continued 

“di strew signal” had coma to mo. The 
two Navy stewards colled. They said 
they had been serving as butlers and 
moving men. both in Georgetown and 
at Atoka. What discouraged them 
most was that they had not been able 
to devote any time to their studies for 
Navy examinations and. therefore, 
might miss possible promotions. They 
wanted to return to the White House 
Mew. where they could put in regu- 
lar hours, spend more time with their 
families and. above all. work toward 
promotions. They both confessed that 
they had put in a request for transfer 
and hoped that I might do them the 
favor of making the appropriate ex- 
planation to Mrs. Kennedy. 

Jackie showed no signs of recognis- 
ing that her small staff did not like 
being called on to provide all the ser- 
vices. accommodations, conveniences 
and comforts that she lutd grown so 
used to receiving from a much larger 
staff during her years at the White 
House Her staff - e attitude, so far as I 
could see. puzeled her. 

Facing the bill situation 
On May 10. Jackie and I started 
facing the bill situation for the first 
tune since J.F.K.'s assassination. 

As she glanced over the statements, 
one check for "Cash” caught her eye. 
This ona. in the amount of $90. had 
gone to Provi. I told her it covered 
■'overtime** that Provi had put in at 
the house. 

"Overtime?" Jackie asked. "Do you 
mean to say that for every little thing 
extra aojncone does around here. I 
have to pay them?” 

"Yes. Jackie.” 1 said. "That’s usu- 
ally the way it works. Provi * been 
working till late in the evenings and 
weekends. I felt it was justified . . .** 
“Oh. Mary," Jackie said, “about 
Provi’s salary ... I just think S100 is 
too high ... I can’t pay her that while 
Tm away for the summer months.” 
Jackie suggested that T call Mrs. 
Pauweli of the employment agency 
to ask “what Provi could get if she 
worked in Washington as a top maid, 
free-lancing around for parties and 
things during the summer . . 

Then, with the subject of Provi’a 
pay still fresh tn her mind, Jackie 
came to my salary “And you.” she 
■aid. “demanding $12,000 salary. 
Why, I just can't . . .** 

“Jackie," I interrupted, “pleas# 
don’t say that I’ve demanded any- 
thing. What 1 asked for was what I 
felt I deserved -nothing more. And so 
tar I haven't gotten it . . .” 

In June, Jackie again went to Cape 
Cod. At 8 r.M. on July 2, 1964, my 
home phone rang, tt wee Mrs. Ken- 
nedy. 

After greeting me with the usual. 
“Hi. Mary, this ie Jackie." she came 
to the paint. "You may have already 
guessed, but I want you end Mrs. 
Lincoln to be one of the first to know 
that I am planning to move to New 
York . . ." 

Her news came as a shock, even 
though Provi and I had speculated on 
the meaning of all her recent trips to 
New York. But I tried to remain 
cheerful. “If you think life will be eas- 
ier and happier for you there, then 
that’s where you should be. 1 wish you 
every happiness,” I said. 

She thanked me and mentioned the 



work that would be involved in her 
move. I immediately assured her. 
“Well, you know me. Til be right 
there as long os you need me." 

The announcement of Jackie's 
move to New York appeared in the 
newspapers on July 7. The stories 
offered no enlightenment as far as my 
position was concerned. I was hurt 
and puzzled. The next morning, how- 
ever, Jackie called from the Cape. 

“I suppose by now you've rend the 
newspapers about my move to New 
York." she said. 

“Yea.” I answered, "I have, but . . 
“Well,” she announced, "since my 
life is all changed now and my staff 
will be located in New York. I guess I 
really won’t be needing you any more 
after September first . . ." 

I was speechless! 

“Mary, are you there?" she asked. 

I could hear her, but I could make 
no response. After a few seconds. I 
said weakly, "Oh. yes, yes, Jackie, I’m 
here. But would you mind repeating 
that again, please? I'm not sure I un- 
derstood. . . 

She repeated exactly what I 
thought Td heard. 

Finally, I mustered. “Well, Jackie, 
if that’s your decision. . . 

**Ob, now. Mary,” she came back, 
"don't get huffy . . ." 

I explained that I didn't mean to be 
“huffy” at all. It was just that, after 
my long, close association with the 
Kennedy*, I just didn’t know what 
else I could possibly say. 

“Yes. I know," she said a bit more 
understanding]^ "it’s all very sad 
But we'll still be cloee. end if ever 1 
can do anything for you, just let me 
know.” 

Actually, moving to New York had 
been the very least of my desires and 
expectations But I had hoped and 
expected that, when the time would 
come for Jackie to announce she no 
longer needed me, it would be in a 
warm, face-to-face manner Obvious- 
ly. I had expected too much. 

Then, in the final touch. Jackie 
asked if I would be in Washington 
for the *ummer to help her move. 

"Jackie,” I offered resignedly, “as 
I've always told you. I’ll be here just 
as long ss you need roe ... to the very 
last day." 

At 9:30 A.M. on July 20. Jackie 
called from the Cape and, among oth- 
er things, asked that I contact Mrs. 
Pauwcls to find out if she could line 
up free-lance jobs for Provi’s summer 
schedule, so that Jackie would not 
have to pay Provi’s full salary while 
she was away at the Cape. 



Mrs. Pauwela invited me to have 
lunch with her. I was reluctant to 
leave the White House for one of the 
downtown restaurants Mrs. Pauwela 
suggested, because Jackie frequently 
called me around lunchtime. So I in- 
vited Mrs. Pauwela to join me at the 
White House Staff Mess. She offered 
to take a cab. but I told her a White 
House driver would pick her up. 

During lunch, a Navy steward 
brought a telephone to our table. Mrs. 
Kennody was calling. “Mary.” Jackie 
began, “are you at the Staff Mesa?” 
"Yes. Jackie. I am,” I replied. 

“And do you happen to have Mrs. 
Psuweis there with you?” 

“Yes, Jackie. I do.” 

In angry tones, she proceeded to 
voice her displeasure. “You do not 
have the right to take Mrs. Pauwels 
to the Staff Men with you. All you 
were expected to do was simply han- 
dle the discussion by telephone. That 
was all you were supposed to do. And. 
Mary. I just don't (ike the idea of 
your sending a Government cor for 
Mrs. Pauwels. It’s OK if you want to 
keep Mrs. Lincoln company at tlie 
Staff Mess, but that’s for President 
Johnson's people." 

I wanted to refute every point But, 
as Jackie knew, I couldn't answer. I 
was aware that anything I said might 
cause Mrs. Pauwels to suspect what 
this conversation was all about 
Jackie kept after me. ", . . and 
Mary, getting your office all painted 
up," she remonstrated. "You know. I 
just don't like the way you’re throw- 
ing your weight around!” 

I was stunned. 

Having said all this and more, she 
told me she wanted to speak to Mrs. 
Pauwels. When their conversation 
ended, Mr*. Pauwels— who realized 
the humiliating experience to which I 
had just been subjected -expressed 
her regrets and apologies. 

When I got back to my office. I im- 
mediately contacted the switchboard 
operators. "Should Mrs. Kennedy 
call me at any time this afternoon,” I 
instructed, "will you please tell her 
that I'm not available." And. for the 
next day. I refused Jackie's calls. 

Twenty-four hours later. I relent- 
ed. I was at Jackie's house in George- 
town, and I notified the operator to 
pul Mrs. Kennedy through if she tried 
to reach me again. Jackie was on the 
line in a few minutes. 

In her sweetest, softest voice, she 
began offering her apologies for "yes- 
terday's blast” 

"Oh, Mary. I'm so sorry. I didn't 



mean to blast at you," she said, going 
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on to explain that she had been under 
a terrible strain; that she really hadn’t 
meant it at all. 

When she finished. I thanked her 
very much, telling her how much it 
meant to me to have her apology. 

“And Jackie," I added, “the one 
thing I'd like to ask now is that you 
never speak to me that way again. I 
was never more hurt or humiliated.” 

She apologized again, asking that 
we just forget the whole thing. 

“No. Jackie," I answered, "I'm 
afraid I can't let it go at that. I have 
to explain my side of the story.” 
Which I did. 1 was particularly anx- 
ious to explain about my office. 

“Jackie." I said, "f wasn’t the one 
responsible for having my office 
painted at all. It was arranged by Mr. 
Sasser, and he did it strictly for you- 
not me. When he first approached me 
on it, I mode it clear that we’d just be 
there temporarily, but he felt some- 
thing should be done to make it more 
presentable for you." 

By the time we finished, we were 
both in much better spirits. Now that 
things were back to normal, Jackie 
had a favor to ask. She wanted me to 
stay on until October, when her move 
to New York would be all completed. 

As usual. I left her with the prom- 
ise that I’d be there just os long os 
she felt the needed me. 

On August 14, 1964. I received a 
telephone call from Tom Walsh of the 
Kennedys’ New York office. 

"Mary, would you be interested in 
working for Ethel Kennedy?*' he 
asked. “Her secretary is planning to 
leave soon." 

My answer came quickly. “No, 
thank you, Tom,” I said. ”1 appreci- 
ate your asking, but I'm afraid I’ve 
given just about all I possibly can for 
the Kennedys." 



Jackin says good-bye 

On Thursday. September 10. 1964. 
Jackie called. She wanted to say 
good-bye— and tell me site was send- 
ing mo a gift She sounded nostalgic. 

I was grateful for her thought- 
fulness in calling. I realized this, 
perhaps, was the easiest, least heart- 
breaking way to say good-bye. I still 
remember her words- “This is so sad; 
but we’ve had so many happy times 
together. I do hope you'll remember 
those and not the sad things." 

Jackie's gift arrived the next day. 
There, in a small black velvet cose, 
was on. exquisite round gold brooch 
with many turquoise chips. It was so 
lovely and so very precious for what 
it represented The accompanying 
mpsaage, on a white card, edged in 
black, embossed with the Kennedy 
crest, rend: 



September. 1964 

For deer Mery- 

Please accept this with memories of 
so msny happy days-and my deepest 
affection always— Jackie 



When I was a child, I never 
dreamed I would work at the White 
House, walk with Presidents, and be 
on a first-name basis with a First 
Lady of the United States. 

Jackie Kennedy was like a mster to 
me, and neither time nor distance 
can erase the memories of the years 
we shared together. I wish her happi- 
ness and all good things. I cannot ex- 
press how much she has enriched my 
life by letting me put one foot in 
Caznelot. c M o 






















